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Francis, where I had abundance of all kinds, and
here had everything to want for. Many a time
I had it in my soul to cast myself away for lost.
One day on one of these occasions, I mounted a
nice nag I had, put a hundred crowns in my purse,
and went to Fiesole to visit a natural son of mine
there, who was at nurse with my gossip, the wife
of one of my workpeople. When I reached the
house, I found the boy in good health, and
kissed him, very sad at heart. On taking leave,
he would not let me go, but held me with his
little hands and a tempest of cries and tears.
Considering that he was only two years old or
thereabouts, the child's grief was something won-
derful. Now I had resolved, in the heat of my
despair, if I met Bandinello, who went every
evening to a farm of his above San Domenico,
that I would hurl him to destruction; so I dis-
engaged myself from my baby, and left the boy
there sobbing his heart out. Taking the road to-
ward Florence, just when I entered the piaiz^a
of San Domenico, Bandinello was arriving from
the other side. On the instant I decided upon
bloodshed; but when I reached the man and
raised my eyes, I saw him unarmed, riding a
sorry mule or rather donkey, and he had with
him a boy of ten years old. No sooner did he
catch sight of me than he turned the colour of
a corpse, and trembled from head to foot. Per-
ceiving at once how base the business would be,